
THE CKMNA DEMOCRAT. CT1ANA. OHIO

QrlandttcVT T"a. W beat of lock, aaate.
Soaked with pertptratteo I

(Ml HE 101)Jvl ,
U :: : U

CHILDREN'S DAY.

Iut by your thought ef battle,
fut bjr your dream of sin fa,

Thnua-- musket mill may rattle
Ttiouffh heart wlih hat are rIM.

Tt ChrtMmaa bell ara rinsing.
Their niewaln blithe and say.

And vole fhoiil't t dngtng.
This la tho cl.ildr. n'i day.

Put by your f?nr of norrow,
1'ut by your dread of 1;I'erhap fur you tomorrow
The crown Imv tha rroa.

Tha Christ maa hells .eulln
From nar und far nway;

A Kllnt of sold revobllnc:
Thla I Ihj cliildrt-a'- day.

Forcet the world' dnrk tnry
n bloody (iiiKe tut:

The live Hint drenmlni; ety
Micl death limlead, furK'l,

The ChriatiiiiUi bell ure Bounding
Though r.klen mV ot III be gray

Send chomp4 resounding.
Thl la tha children' duy.

L. M. Thornton.

with Alice tonight," suegested Suae

uier. And so they did. He Helped eet
tho table nnd ran. out at the last min-

ute to get Ice cream for the dessert.
And after the dishes were done h
und StKnioer sat side by side on fh
couch whfie Gardner smoked his pipe-I-

contented slljuce.
'Summer," he . after a long

"I've got a confession to make."
He reached over and drew tho tele-
phone Issik towurd him, opening It ut,
the She sat on nt foot and
leaned close to him watching curiously,
us Id linger slid down the column of
names, I'lnnlly he pointed out tht
tuiine of n llrm "Lane, Summers Sc.

Giigg, Importers." "You see," U(t

"the day I culled you up I
had occasion to cull tip these iieople.
The inline jusl above lliclr i

ho pointed out her own " 'Lune, Mis--

Summer, librarian.' Now," he weut on,
"that name of your Interested nic
tluit I K"t curious to heur your voice.

manem soldier
WHO WENT

MACHINE (HJNfO, XRVWG W fRAUCE

Tambourine,
CaUer r

T WAS the Saturday be-

fore Christina. The
winter's day wus fust
dlMiM-nrli- s ns Tom

' Innvers anl Joint Hard-In- g

fiteMd out of the
club and Joined the mov-
ing holiday crowd. For

. . n I. li I. A" i J ! ft
watched It through the

window en they smoked nnd talked,
and Tom. while lie Imd lieeii much
amused at John's cynical comment,
hud taken It all us n joki, for John
wa never pessimistic. Now. as tlicy
walked down the crowded thorough-far- e

conversation whs dllllcult, and
John was unusually silent. Kcculling
hits of phrases in their recent con-

versation. It suddenly occurred to
To:n that then had been tin unac-
customed tone, even n note of bitter-
ness, underlying the smile and lightly
SMiki-- words of his oldest and best
friend, whom he felt he knew as he
did himself. At the thought lie
looked sharply and piercingly at him,
litlt the strong, resolute profile bore
no trace of the cynicism of the last
hour, much less evidence of Its cause.
It was just Imagination, loin con-
clude.!.

As they stood waiting for n cross-tow- n

enr mi observant and clever beg-
gar approached. Tom answered the
appeal with a coin.

"Not from me," said John, 'n u dis-
approving tone.

"till, well. It's Christum time." said
Tom.

"Yes, that's just it, and he knows
I? and make capital of It. It Is sym-
pathetic or sentimental" charity, uud
I don't approve of It."

"t'pon my word, Tom, you are fun-
ny this afternoon. What is the mat-
ter with you? First you condemn

"It's Christmas, You Know."

women, then you denounce tin's linppy
holiday crowd as a 'pyssinc show.'
und now this poor focKuar. It's well
you ure going to he with me for a
while; you need the home influence.
and by Jove! you need u wife! That
Is the antidote for you, old fellow,"
he concluded, emphasizing his convic-

tion with a slap on the buck.
"No. thank you," was the laughing

reply ns they stepped aboard the car.
it was well tilled. Across from the

friends sut two good-lookin- women,
evidently mother mid daughter. Next
to the younger woman sut a sweet- -

faced Salvation Army girl, with her
tambourine in her hip. Her plain
dark blue dross was in marked con
trast to the fashionable suit and
beautiful furs of the ladies beside her.
Suddenly the younger of the two
turned and spoke to her. She smil-

ingly responded and shook her head,
hut as the other continued to urge a
wistful look came into the Army girl's
face as she glanced about the car.

"No, no," they heard her say ; "the
conductor would not allow me. The
rules are very strict," she added in
explanation. For a moment or so
there was silence, and over the faces
of both showed disappointment.

Then suddenly the younger woman,
with the color suffusing her lovely
face, caught up the tambourine and,
depositing a coin in it. started down
the car. Ignoring the shocked und ex
postulating "Nancy!" and the detain
lng hand of her astonished companion.
Passing from passenger to passenger,
she extended the tambourine, always
with a little smile and It's Christmas,
you know." or some little word, until
each one felt it. a privilege to contrib-
ute something. As she turned by the
door the conductor stepped forward
with, "l'lease, miss, I want to add
omething to that, too."
Flushing, she exclaimed, "Oh! thank

yon so much.
She passed on to her seat and re

turned to Its owner the tambourine,
that never before had received contri
butions so promptly and cheerfully
bestowed. as

John Harding's liand had gone at
once into his pocket when he realized
what the girl was doing, and now he
wa5 watching her with an almost awe-

struck
in

Interest her lovely, sympathet-
ic face, as she talked earnestly to the
little worker in blue, apparently un-

conscious that her sudden impulse had
first astounded und then knit together
111 kindly sympathy an entire car of
strangers.

"By Jove! that was a great thing to out
do," said Tom enthusiastically, when of
the tension of an absorbing interest bo
had subsided a little. apt

"Ves, I never saw Its equal," replied
John. After a moment's destitution ho
added: "I should like to know that Blie

girl. Do you suppose wc could And My
out who she Is?"

awake with a cry, and tw alght a
would eome over aad hold my head.
This awskenlng got t be a aabit wit
me ootil that particular nurse was
transferred to another ward.

Ia three weeks' time, owing to the
rarefnl treatment received, I was able
to ait np and get my bearings. Our
wsrd contained seventy-fiv- e patients,
BO per cent of which were surgical
Cases. At the bead of each bed buug
a temperature chart and diagnosis
sheet Across this sheet would be
written "O. 8. W." or "8. W" the for
mer meaning gun shot wound and the
Utter shell wound. The "S W." pre
dominated, especially among the Royal
Field artillery and Royal engineers.

About forty different regiments were
represented, and many arguments en
eued as to the respective fighting abil-

ity of each regiment The rivalry was
wonderful. A Jock argnlng with aa
Irishman, then a strong Cockney ac
cent would butt la In favor of a Lon-

don regiment Before long a Welsh-
man, followed by a member of a York-abl- re

regiment and. perhaps, a Cana-
dian Intrude themselves and the arma-

ment waxes loud and furious. The
patients la the beds start bowling for
them to settle their dispute oatslde
and the ward Is la an uproar. The
head sister comes along and with a
wave of the bsnd completely routs the
doughty warriors and again silence
reigns supreme.

Wednesday and Sunday of each week
were visiting dsys and were looked
forward to by the men, because they
meant parcels containing fruit sweets
or fags. When a patient bad a regular
visitor, he waa generally kept well
supplied with these delicacies. Great
Jealousy Is shown smong the men aa
to their visitors and many word wars
ensue after the visitors leave.

When a man Is sent to a convsles,
rent home, he generally turns over bis
steady visitor to the msn In the next
bed.

Most visitors have autograph albums
snd bore Tommy to destb by asking
him to write the particulars of his
wounding In same. Several Tommies
try to duck this unpleasant Job by tell
ing the visitors that they cannot write,
but this never phases the owner of the
album ; he or she. generally she, offers
to write it for them and Tommy Is
stung Into telling his experiences.

The questions asked Tommy by visi
tors would make a clever joke book
to a military man.

Some kindly looking old lady will
stop at your bed and In a sympathetic
voice address you: "You poor boy,
wounded by those terrible Germans,
You must be suffering frightful pain.
A bullet, did you say? Well, tell me,
I have always wanted to know, did It
hurt worse going In or coming out?"

(TO BE COXTINCED.)

VELOCITY OF BIG SHELLS

Geometer Uses Problem of How Long
Time Is Required for Stone to

Fall to Center of Earth.

Studying the velocity of shells and
bullets fired in the war led Maurice
Saucer, a French geometer, to turn
to the old question of the time It
would take a stone to fall to the center
of the earth. His conclusion was that
It would take about 20 minutes 34 sec
onds.

Gassenddl, who gave the subject
much thought In the last century, made
the time 20 minutes even. Mersenna
on the other hand contended that alt
hours would be required.

Sauger says that as the stone ap
proached the center of the earth It
would be drawn downward by the core
of the earth and upward by the shell
which It had already penetrated. The
rate at which the density ef the earth
varies or increases as we penetrate te
greater depths Is unknown. Sanger's
formula Is based upon considerations'
of the moment of inertia of the earth,
as calculated from the precession of
the equinoxes, which agree with ob
servations on the density of the earth
conducted In mine shafts.

If a shaft were driven right through
the earth the stone would appear at tha
Antipodes after 38 minutes SO seconds
and then return to Its starting point.
at which It would make Its reappear
ance at the end of 1 hour 17 minutes.

The Feminine Ending.
There la quite a campaign afoot

against the use of the feminine termi-
nation "ess" in words which are purely
English, and it le to be hoped that W

will succeed In patting as end to suck
a concoction as "conductress." which
Is endeavoring to creep la, la spite of
the very cold shoulder given of late ta
"authoress", and "poetess." It la ugly
for one thing, and for another. It Is bad,
English. "Ess" shoald be added only
to a word which la a direct Importation
from the French mngoage. For In-

stance, there Is ne objectlea to "ab-
bess" or "'duchess ;" those words are
correct and have long been sanctioned.
It might be said that sanction foe
"poetess" Is to be found la each a mas-
ter of English aa Dryden, for be speak
of Mrs. Anne Kllllgrew aa a poet sea.
The best reply to this Is that for once,
Dryden was wrong, both la bis esti-
mate of the lady's literary powers, aad
In the form of the word which be wed
to express that estimate. Christian
Science Monitor.

Instinct Stronger Than Reason.
That even In man Instinct Is some

times stronger than reason Is Ulae
trated: by the following Incidents
There had been shipped on a Missis
sippi river steamboat a box with a glass
cover, containing a very active rattle-
snake. Whenever anyone approached
the box the serpent "would strike the
cover. The owner or the rep ttls Cha-
llenged anyone to hold his finger; on
the glass and let the rattier strike at
It There was no danger, aad W

seemed an easy thing to do. First oaa
and then another tried It, bat when the
snake gave Its vicious eprtaag the
finger was Invariably drawn back with

jerk. Instinct waa atreoger thee)
reason and will combined.

1 .

Concentraatl j

The weakest living creature, try eon
eaatratlng aa a single object, aa ae4
compUsh soma thing; whereat tfcd
strongest, by dlapcratAg hla atfeMSatf
tar many things, sax out ta &mmi
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Yoa Never
Can Tell

By IMES Mac DONALD

tCopyright, lam. by McClurs Nawapuper
Syndicate.)

The roving eye of youth Is ever eag-
er for aiheuture. llomunce lurk just
around tho next corner und the man
or girl of dreams I ever u potential
possibility, for lu the eye of youlli no
dream, no matter iiow improbable it
may Keem, Is entirely Impossible. "You
never can tell" I the slogiui of youth

"you lyver rail tell."
"You never can tell," thought Sum

mer Luue u blie tripped lightly along
towurd her Job ut the library. "Some
thing might happen today you never
tun tell." And she hummed a snatch
of song ns she started ou her regular
routine. But her lunch hour came und
nothing hud happened. At live o'clock
she started home mid nothing hud hap-

pened. She entered her little apart-mea- t

and found Alice Martin, a pretty
schoolteucher with whom she lived, al-

ready there and still nothing hud hap
pened und then the telephone rung
and Indifferently Summer leaned to-

ward it from where she but on the
couch.

I thl Mis I.iiue, Mis Slimmer
LaiieV" nsked a man's strange but very
lilie voice.

"Yes," said Summer, "ilii is Summer
Ijine," and her eyes opened very
wide.

"I am Lawrence Gardner, from Chi
cugo, uii old friend ot 1 urner
who was a sell' i friend of yours, 1

believe. She told me to be sure t
look you up w hile 1 was in town uud
so I am doing it."

Slimmer swallowed three distinct but
very rapid separate tunes before she
could reply. "And now ihat you ve
phoned are y.iii coming uii to see

Uie.' she invited.
I'd love to," lie mid genially, "hll

what about the theater or somewhere
tonight. Is there any particular show
you'd like to sec? They're all new to
me, yon know."

I've lii-e- wanting to go to 'The
lyes of Youth,' " sitid Summer hivuth- -

le.sly.
"'The Eye ot Youth' It Is then," lie

laughed, "und if I call nbout 7 :'M will
that be all right ':"

Splendid uud 111 be ready, sang
ouinnier Joyously, "and I'm just so glad
ou called, Mr. Gardner, you don't

Unow how glad. It wus terribly uuce.
of Elsie to send you."

It happened to lie Alice's night for
doing the dishes, and when she came
Into their bedroom after her task wus
done she gaspod in astonishment

"My goodness, Summer! Y'ou're all
dressed up like a queen. I never saw
you look so ravishing and so so
lecklcKs, you bright-eye- d tiling! Who
is this Gardner person, anyway?"

But Summer only laughed gayly nnd
twirled ahout on her toes. Just then
the bell rang and she danced towurd
the electric buttou to let the ringer in
uud then skipped lo the door to admit
Lawrence Gardner.

For a long moment f.dventuie tlusp
ed the bund of romance, and each
looked deep into the eyes of the oth-
er. Romance so shyly and radiantly
lovely and adventure so well groom
ed aud stalwart, with smiling, quiz-
zical eyes aud genial, friendly man-
ner.

And a few moments later they de
scended the stairs and were whirled
away in a taxi, and when they hud re
turned after the show he left her at
the door regretfully.

"It has been a perfectly wonderful
evening, said bummer, and it was
very dear of Elsie to tell you about
me."

"Shall I see you again tomorrow?"
he asked eagerly.

"You you never can tell," she an-

swered demurely nnd vanished within.
A short time Inter she related to

Alice the events of the evening. "And
he is so attentive und thoughtful and
Jolly In a quiet sort of wuy! I just
hud a time," she chattered.
Alice eyed Summer suspiciously.
"Summer Lane, nre you going to fall
love with that Gardner person?" she
demanded sternly.

With brilliant eyes aud flushing
cheeks Summer reached up to turn out
the light, then turned and groped to
her bed, anil as she pulled the covers
up to her chin she chuckled a little in
the dtirkness there. "You never can
tell, Alice, old deur you 'never can
tell."

A week passed two weeks aud
each Uny Lawrence Gardner either
made It a point to see Summer Lane
or to telephone her usually ho saw
her. Three weeks passed and a mouth

and still he lingered in New York !

Until one morning ut his hotel he re-

ceived a night letter from his father
that made him grin just a bit, but as
usual that afternoon lie happened to
meet Summer at the library and stroll-
ed home with her.

"Let's have a nice little home party

ALL HAD IDEAS ABOUT FIRE

Members of Family Differed Consid-

erably Concerning Its Proper Ar-

rangement, Says Harriet
Beecher Stowe.

The fact is, thnt there ia no little
nook of domestic life which gives snug
harbor to so much self-wi- ll and

as the family hearth;
and this J particularly the case with
wood fires, because, from the miscel-

laneous nature of the material, am!
the sprightly activity of the combina-
tion, there Is a constant occasion for
tending und alteration and so u vast
Held for Individual opinion.

First came an enormous buck log,
rolled In with the strength of two
men, on the top of which was plied
another smaller log; and then a fore-stic- k,

of a slr.o which would entitle It
to be called a log lu our times, went
to make the front foundation of the
tir. The rearing of the ample pile
thereupon wus a mutter of no small
architectural skill, und all the ruling
member of our family circle had
llielr own oplulons about Its erection., be

OlW BY

eye. I closed my eye and pret'y soon
could not open the lid; the blood had
congealed and closed It as If It were
glued down.

An English girt dressed In khaki was
driving the ambulance, while beside
her on the seat was a corporal of the
R. A. M. C Tbey kept op a running
conversation about Blighty which al-

most wrecked my nerves; pretty
soon from the stretcher above me, the
Irishman became awsre of the fart
that the bandage from his foot bad be-

come loose; It must have pained him
horrfbly, because he yelled la a loud
voice:

"If you don't stop this bloody death
wsgoa and fix this d bandage on
my foot, I will get out and walk."

The girl on the seat turned around
and In a sympathetic voice asked,
"Pour fellow, are you very badly
wounded?"

The Irishman, at this question, let
out a bowl of Indignation and an
swered. "Am I very badly wounded.
what bloody cheek ; no, I'm not wound
ed, I've only been kicked by a canary
bird."

The ambulance Immediately stopped,
and the corporal enme to the rear and
fixed him up, and also washed out my
right eye. I was too weak to thank
blm, but It was a great relief. Then
I must have become unconscious, be
cause when I regained my senses, the
ambulance was at a standstill, and my
stretcher was being removed from It.

It was night, lanterns were flashing
here and there, and I could see stretch
er bearers hurrying to and fro.-- Then
I was carried Into a hospital train.

The Inside of this train looked like
heaven to me. Just pure white, and we
met our first Red Cross nurses; we
thought they were angels. And they
were.

Nice little soft bunks and clean,
white sheets.

A Red Cross nurse sat beside me
during the whole ride which lasted
three hours. She was holding my
wrist ; I thought I had made a hit, and
tried to tell her how I got wounded,
but she would put her finger to her Hps
and say, "Yes, I know, but you mustn't
talk now, try to1 go to sleep, it'll do you
good, doctor's orders." Later on I
learned that she was taking my pulse
every few minutes, as I was very weak
from the loss of blood and they ex-

pected me to snuff it, but I didn't.
From the train we went into ambu-

lances for a short ride to the hospital
ship Panama. Another palace and more
angels. I don't remember the trip
across the channel.

I opened my eyes; I was being car-

ried on a stretcher through lanes of
people, some cheering, some waving
flags, and others crying. The flags were
Union Jacks, I was In Southampton.
Blighty at last. My stretcher was
strewn with flowers, cigarettes, and
chocolates. Tears started to run down
my cheek from my good eye. I like a
booby was crying. Can you beat It?

Then Into another hospital train, a
five-ho- ride to Paignton, another am-

bulance ride, and then I was carried
Into Munsey ward of the American
Women's War hospital and put Into a
real bed.

This real bed was too much for my
unstrung nerves and I fainted.

When I came to, a pretty Red Cross
nurse was bending over me, bathing
my forehead with cold water, then she
left and the ward orderly placed
screen around my bed, and gave ma a
much-neede- d bath and clean pajamas.
Then the screen was removed and
bowl of steaming soup was given me.
It tasted delicious.

Before finishing my soup the nurse
came back to ask me my name and
number. She put this Information down
In a little book and then asked :

wnere ao yoa come rromr i aa
swered : '

From tha big town behind the
Statue of Liberty ;" vpon hearing this
she started Jumping up and down,
dapping her hands, and calling out to
three nurses across tie ward :

"Couie here, girls at last we bar
got a real live Yankee with us."

They came over and besieged me
with questions, until tha doctor ar-
rived. Upon learning that I was an
American he almost crushed my hand
in his grip of welcome. They also
were Americans, and were glad to ace
me.

The doctor verv tenderlv removed
my bandages and told me, alter view-
ing my wounds, that he would have to
take me to the operating theater tm
mediately. Personally I didn't care
what was done with me.

In a few minutes, four orderlies who
looked like undertakers dressed in
white, brought a stretcher to my bed
and placing me on it carried me out of
the ward, across a courtyard to the
operating room or "pictures," as Tom
my calls It

I dont remember having the anea
thestlc applied.

When I came to I was again lying ht
bed In Munsey ward. One of the

nurses had draped a large American
flag over the bead of the bed, and
clasped In my hand was a smaller flag,
and It made me feel good all over to
again see the "Stan and Stripes,"

At that time I wondered when the
boys la the trenches would see the
emblem of the "land of tha tree and
tha bom of the brave" beside them,
doing Its bit In this great way of civi-

lisation.
My wounds were vry painful, and

several times at eight I woald dream
that myriads of khaki-clothe-d figures
would pass my bed and each weaM

"We can try." hit friend replll:
"but why do you want to know?"

"Well. I do," John answered curtly.
Tom glanced quizzically at him tind
smiled to himself. Till, was uuothet
phase of John lie wan Just getting lie--

quaiuted with. When the car reuched
the rullwuy station where John und
Tom were going to take a train for
Tom's suburban home, the two women
also left the cur. They went straight
to the ticket window. Tom took oul
bis commutation book and passed it
to Johu.

"Voil follow them und I will Join
you." he whispered, the spirit of nils-ihle- f

and adventure now possessing
him. Having bought their tickets, the
women turned, from the window and
hurried to the train. There in the
Mime car Tom found them all.

"Well, If this Isn't luck," be ex-

claimed, as soon os he was seuteil.
Ami then, with I lie air of it boy burst-
ing with news, he said: "They are
going to I

"Ye. I know it," Harding replied.
Hut as he vouched no Information and
did not seem inclined to talk, Tom
took refuge in Ills paper and prompt-
ly forgot the whole affulr, unlit he
was abruptly called back by:

"Tom, I cannot tell you when a
thing so impressed me as that did"
u if there could be but one "that."

"Thill V" asked Tom, u little puzzled.
Then, "Oh, I thought you did not be-

lieve in that kind of charity sympa-

thetic and sentimental, I think you
called it,'" he teusingly reminded him,
remembering the crisp bill Johu Imd
dropped In the tambourine.

"Oh, that is altogether different,"
John answered, half defiantly.

"Yes. different because a pretty girl
made this nppeul, n old man the
other," laughed Tom. "But, tell me.
how do you adjust your acts to the-

ories?"
"Oh, theories, the dickens! What

are they ever compared to nets? And
that net this afternoon was n spon
taneous expression of the true Christ
mas spirit, from which springs the de
sire to hedp, to bring some Joy to a
lot of poor unfortunates, because 'ifi
Christmas, you know,' " he quoted
softly. "It was the real thing, und
everybody in the car felt it."

And having, as it were, Justified hi
position and interest, he looked across
at the unconscious subject of their re-

marks. Truly she was good to look at,
though at present all he could see was
the well-c- profile and the glarious
copper! n hair turning to dull
gold where the western sun struck it.
and eyes, that with her mood, he knew,
varied from hazel to brown. A verit-

able gem of a girl, he thought, as she
begun adjusting her furs. With an
intuitive feeling of understanding her,
he turned to Tom.

"Don't mention the affair to anyone,
not even Mary, for It would not please
her. I am sure," he added, as the train
pulled up at D .

The stution was smull and John had
Just finished greeting Mrs. Punvers,
when Hilly Grunt's deep voice broke
in: "Hello, Harding; glad to see you,"
us they shook hands.

Grant, an old friend of both Harding
und Danvers, nlso lived In D .

"Now, I want you to meet our
friends, for Its cold and I want to get
home."

While Tom nnd John were bowing
in acknowledgment to "Mrs. North
and Miss North." their host chatted on
about Its being "too hud they couldn't
have met nt the other end of tike line,
as long os they happened to be on the
same train."

Nancy North threw a quid: glance
nt Harding, but otherwise no outward
sign was given, as he walked with her
to the car, that they had ever seen one
another before or that the same
thought was in the minds of both, but
John wus so strangely elated that MUss

North's color deepened each time she
looked up nnd met his smiling eyes.

"Now, don't you fellows keep our
bridge waiting tonight," called Grant,
as he gave the signal to start.

"I'll guarantee our arrival on time.
Grant," answered John, well satisfied
With the arrangement, whether it wits
chance or fate, for somewhere within
him something was thrillingly alert,
tantalizingly expectant, confidently
hopeful, and the feeling of the after-
noon that had expressed Itself In
cynicism nnd manifested itseli in lone-

liness was gone.
At the wedding reception of John

Harding nnd Nancy North, six months
later, many of the guests were curious
:ts to the presence In the gay assem-
blage of guests of a sweet-face- d little
woman In the dress of the Salvation
Army, who was the recipient of much
attention from the bride and groom,
and was quite a center of attraction

she related again und aguin the re-

markable story of that December aft-
ernoon, after which nil looked with
greater Interest and understood why

the array of handsome and costly
wedding gifts an old and battered turn
boiirine occupied the place of honor.

When Papering Walls.
Add a little sodu to the paste when

papering walls. This will prevent the
ravages of Insects or spiders, which

the paste. Not n greater quantity
soda than will lie on a nickel should
used, however, as too much will be
to draw the color of the paper.

Lost
stood beneath the mlstlotoa

And she waa fair to in,
wlf won In the room, and so

That chiiin wus lout to ma.

CHAPTER XXVI Continued.

. RJfht dow I can see the bntt of that
gun trembling. Tha Soottle made a
complete turn la the air. bit the
grocnd, rolllDf over twice, each time
clawing at tha earth, and thea r
Mined till, about four feet from me,
la a eort of rifting position. I called to
him, "Are yon hurt badly, Jock 7" bat
ao answer. Be was dead. A dark red
smudge was coming through bis tonic
right under the heart The blood raa
down bis bare knees, making a horrible
sight On his right side be carried bis
water bottle. I was crazy for a drink
and tried to reach this, hut for the life
of me could not negotiate that four
feet Then I became unconscious.
When I woke op I was In an advanced
first-ai-d post I asked the doctor If
we had taken the trench. "We took
the trench and the wood beyond, all
rlsht," he said, "and yoa fellows did
your bit ; but my lad, that was thirty-si- x

hours ago. Yon were lying In No
Man's Land in that bally hole for a day
and a half. It's a wonder you are alive."
He aim told me that out of the twenty
that were In the raiding party, seven-
teen were killed. The officer died of
wounds In crawling back to our trench
and I was severely wounded, but one
fellow returned without a scratch, with-

out any prisoners. No doubt this chap
was the one who had sneezed and Im-

properly cut the barbed wire.
In the official communique our trench

raid was described as follows :

"All quiet on the western front ex-

cepting In the neighborhood of Gont-mecou- rt

wood, where one of our raid-
ing parties penetrated into the German
lines."

It is needless to say that we had no
use for our persuaders or come-along-

as we brought back no prisoners, and
until I die Old Pepper's words, "Per-
sonally I don't believe thnt that part
of the German trench Is occupied," will
always come to me when I hear some
fellow trying to get away with a fishy
statement I will judge it accordingly.

CHAPTER XXVII

Blighty.
From this first-ol- d post, after Inocu-

lating me with antitetanus serum to
prevent lockjaw, I was put Into an am
bulance and sent to a temporary hos-

pital behind the lines. To reach this
hospital we had to go along a road
about five miles In length. This road
was under shell fire, for now and then
a flare would light up the sky a tre
mendous explosion and then the road
seemed to. tremble. We did not mind,
though no doubt some of us wished
that a shell would hit us and end our
misery. Personally, I was not particu-far-

It was nothing but bump, jolt rat-
tle, and bang.

Several times the driver would turn
nround and give us a "Cheero, mates,
we'll soon be there " fine fellows.
those ambulance drivers, a lot of them
go West too.

We gradually drew out of the fire
tone and pulled up In front of an im
mense dugout Stretcher-bearer- s car
ried me down a number of steps and
placed me on a white table In a brightly
lighted room.

A sergeant of the Royal Army Med-lo- al

corps removed my bandages and
cut off my tunic. Then the doctor,
with his sleeves rolled up, took charge.
He winked at me and I winked back,
and then he asked, "How do you feel,
smashed up a bit?"

I answered: "I'm all right, but I'd
give a qnld for a drink of Bass."

He nodded to the sergeant who dis-
appeared, and III be darned if he
didn't return with a glass of ale. I
could only open my mouth about a
quarter of an inch, but I got away with

very drop of that ale. It tasted just
like Blighty, and that Is heaven to
Tommy.

The doctor said something to an or-
derly, tha only word I could catch was
"chloroform," then they put some kind
of an arrangement over my nose and
mouth and it was me for dreamland.

When I opened my eyes I was lying
on a stretcher. In a low wooden

ollding. Everywhere I looked I saw
rows of Tommies on stretchers, some
dead to the world, and tha rest with
tags In their mouths.

The main topic of their conversation
was Blighty. Nearly all had a grin on
their faces, except those who didn't
have enough face left to grin with
grinned with my right eye, the other
was bandaged.
. Stretcher-bearer- s came In and be
gan to carry the Tommies outside. Too
could hear the chug of the engines In
the waiting ambulances.

I was put Into an ambulance with
three others and away we went for an
eighteen-mil- e ride.

I was on a bottom stretcher. The
lad right across from me was smashed
up something horrible.

Bight above me was a man from the
yal Irish rifles, while across from

m was a Scotchman. a
We had gone about three miles when

I heard the death-rattl- e In the throat
of the man opposite. He had gone to
rest across tha Great Divide. I think
at the Urns I envied him.

The man of the Royal Irish rifles
bad had bis left foot blown off, the
Jolting of the ambulance orer the
rough road bad loosened up the band-
ages on his foot, and bad started It
Heeding again. This blood raa dowm

side of tha stretcher and started&e I was lying oft my tack, tea
Veok to move, awl tht dripping of t&U
Stood ff a la ubandaged rlfat

and when I hud heard your voice I
was determined to see you. Of course
I didn't know any such person utf Ebi
Turner in Chicago, but I soon realized
Unit by some strange coincidence you
lid because you're always ringing her
into the conversation and making it un-

comfortable for inc. I just didn't
want to go on uny longer under false
color, so to speak, so I bud to tell
you."

Summer pulled the telephone book,
out of bis bund and hugged It up to
her breast, at the sume time rolling
hint tin accusing look out of the corner
of her dancing eye. Then she hunch-
ed up her shoulders und laughed mer-

rily.
"Silly," si-.;- giggled. "Don't you sup-is- e

I knew you didu't know nie from
Adam, nor any Elsie Turner person,
either? Whv, I never even heard of
her myself !"

"What?" Lawrence Gurdner's pii
fell mil of his mouth and lie sat up
eagerly. "You were pri lending, too?"

But Summer would not look ut him
and only nodded with downcast eyes.
So Gardner drew from hi pocket tho
telegram be Imd received from hi

father that morning und she read it
with Hushing cheeks.

"What in Sum Hill's keeping you so
long in New York? You ought to have
finished there ten days ago. I'm buried
to my eyes in work here, so for heav-

en's sake murry the girl and come
home.

"Yours, DAD."

The telegram fluttered to the floor
and Summer started to rise, hut Gard-

ner reached up and dragged her down
beside him.

"Dad's a wise old boy," he said, with
his cheek against hers; "will you mar-

ry me. Summer?"
And Summer snuggled n bit. as she

iiMdiiiured. "Y'ott never can tell. Lurry,
dear. Something like that's liable to
happen most any day, now."

Music in Prisons.
In a paper read before a convention

of music teachers, the musical direc-
tor of a well-know- prison said that
the band aud orchestra maintained in
the institution with which he was con-

nected was as important a part of the
prison life ns any of the industries
which contributed to make the prison

The mayor of tin Important middle-Weste- rn

city sold not long ago: "Mu
sic operates to destroy niiarcnisnc
tendencies ;' to foster, preserve und op-

erate constructive citizenship. It N
unnecessary to defend the usefulness
of music as a pnicti(l agent In
life. It ha been demonstrated as
such. We need the spirit of music
now, if ever, in a world of strife, con
fusion and violence. As an Influence
in the direction of affection and kind-

liness it has a place."

Fortune Tellers.
It is asserted that there is not one

case on record of a man who profited
by the wizardry of a fortune teller who
afterward rewarded the card reuder
or crystal gazer, or whatever it was,
by so niuch us even a small cash tip.

This fact shows that either patrons
of fortune tellers nre an exceedingly
ungrateful lot, or that there isn't one
of them who ever hud the slightest
reason for being grateful. In other.
words, can n fortune teller really tell
fortunes?

Aerial Compasses.
Many difficulties hud to be overcome

lu the production of a satisfactory,
compass for aerial work. Chief among
these was that of neutralizing the mag
netism of the engine (and in particular
the magneto) and of preventing the
effect of centrifugal for :e, which
caused the card or dial Inside the com
pass to swing in a direction quite Inde
pendent of north when the airplane
was banking on a turn. However, a
truly excellent compass is now in use.

Suffering Transmuted.
Unhnppiness is the hunger to get:

happiness is the hunger to give. True
happiness must ever have the tinge
of sorrow outlived, the sense of pain
softened by the mellowing years, the
chastening of loss that in the won
drous mystery of time transmutes our
suffering into love and sympathy with
others. William George Jordan.

and these they maintained with the
zeal and pertinacity which become
earnest people. My grandfather, with
his grave smile, insisted that he was
the only reasonable in t lie
establishment; hut when he had ar-
ranged his sticks in the most method-
ical crder, my grandmother would be
sure to rush out with n thump here
and n twitch there, nnd divers Incoher-
ent exclamations tending to Imply that
men never knew how to build a lire.
Frequently her intense zeal for imme-
diate effect would end In n general
rout and roll of tho sticks in all direc-
tions, with puffs of smoke down th
chimney, requiring the setting open of
the outside door; and then Aunt Lois
would come in, and, with a face se-

vere with determination, tear down
the whole structure and rebuild from
the foundation with exactest precision,
but with an air that cast volume of
contempt on all thnt hud gone before.

Harriet Ileecher Stowc.

Daily Thought.
If wo encountered u man of rare In-

tellect, we should ask him what books
read. Emerson,


